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The great eagle soaring through infinite space sings: we are as anonymous as anyone on the point of extinction and this makes us anonymous in other worlds too. We are weeping, and undeceived. Our eyes have the same address, like a psychedelic landscape. A summer rave was going on but the rave was telepathic, entirely translating music. You didn’t have to be there to be there. On the contrary. The rave was by the sea, by the Internet. By which is meant it was an ongoing rave that involved all parts of the internet, and the internet had no edges or corners. At the very heart of such an Internet was us, a secret heart. We are people who hide in the Internet Sea Hotel in order to enter one another and have pleasure without knowing or loving, almost without seeing one another. The sun is skimming the lake by the Internet at such a great great speed, the speed of light. We are inside. Words are read—scanned, yet free in pure space. Whatever words arise, there is no object, no ‘text’, for this is only the pure face of lucid intelligence beholding itself. We are that pure face. We are the Internet.
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